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Chapter | 


Vince had been watching him for a while now, almost voyeuristically. Were they not band members and good 
friends, one would almost say that Vince was stalking him. Yes, Mick was a tease and he didn't even know it. 
They had just finished the final gig in the last leg of their tour and it was time for Vince to put his plan into 
action. He'd been very patient thus far and his labor of lust would, tonight, finally come to fruition. Vince would 


have him, one way or another. 


The idea had come to him in passing almost, he wasn't even sure if he should go through with it. If his plan 
was even remotely successful though, it would be the end of Motley Crue, the end of his freedom even. Vince, 
however, had the feeling that the whole "Rock N' Roll" scene was losing its allure and it was time to hang up 


that part of his life so he figured "Why the hell not?" 


They had finally made it back to their hotel and at present moment, they were all drinking and laughing in 
Vince's room. They'd been there for a few hours now and there were only a few beers left. Nikki and Tommy 
suggested that once they finished theirs, they'd run to the liquor store and pick up some more, seeing as the 
night was still young. 


Vince, noticing that his beer was empty, walked over to the mini fridge on the other side of the room and 


grabbed out two beers. 
"Hey Mick, you up for another?" He called over his shoulder 
"Sure thing, man’ Mick yelled back 


Making sure nobody was watching, Vince opened two bottles and poured a white powder into the one and walked 
back over to the guys. He handed Mick one of the bottles and sat back down. They bullshitted for a few more 


minutes before Tommy looked down at his bottle, noticing it was empty. 
"Hey Sixx, | think it's time we head out for more." 
“Alright T-Bone. We'll be back in a few, guys." Nikki said as they walked out of the room 


Vince looked over at Mick and noticed his plan was working thus far. Mick had started to look like he was 
getting tired. As a check, Vince started poking and prodding and all Mick did was mumble in feeble protest. Vince 
was starting to get aroused, just thinking about what was going to happen. If he remembered correctly, the 
closest liquor store was about fifteen minutes away so he had a good forty-five minutes before the guys 


would be back. 


Vince walked over to his suitcase and from underneath his clothes he grabbed two pairs of handcuffs. He went 
back over to where Mick was and crouched down in front of him. He grabbed Mick's left wrist and snapped the 
handcuff first around Mick's wrist, then around the arm of the chair. He then followed suit with Mick's right 
wrist. He looked up into Mick's eyes and he couldn't help but delight in the unbridled fear he saw swimming in 
the depths. 


He stood back up with a feral grin and stepped forward. Mick noticed, with great trepidation, an ever growing 
bulge coming closer and closer to his face. Vince undid his jeans and slid them down around his thighs and his 
dick sprung free of its denim constraints. Mick, knowing what was coming, thrashed his head back and forth 
mumbling a futile string of barely discernable protests. 


"No, no, Vince please, no!" Mick mumbled 


Vince grabbed his hair roughly and shoved his dick into Mick's slack-jawed mouth. Mick coughed and gasped, 
yanking his restrained arms, but Vince wouldn't relent. He tangled his fingers in Mick's hair as he pulled his 
head down as far as it could go. Vince's head was thrown back in absolute ecstasy as he relished in the hot 
velvet that was the unwilling mouth he filled He laughed fiendishly as he saw the tears rolling down Mick's 
cheeks. He grunted and groaned as he repeatedly slammed into Mick's mouth. Vince could feel himself about to 
lose control and he buried himself in Mick's throat and shot his load with a groan Vince pulled out of Mick's 
mouth, while Mick coughed and wheezed at the shock of what just happened. 


"Why?" was all that Mick could muster in a weary, raspy voice. 


Vince trailed his fingers down Mick's cheek and whispered to him, "I love you Mick, thats why. | see the way 
you look at Nikki and | know that you'd never give us a chance, so | decided to take what | know | deserve. And 
don't worry baby, we're just getting started” 


Vince uncuffed Mick and dragged him over to the bed and hoisted him up. He cuffed him to the headboard and 
as Mick started crying unabashedly, Vince ripped the shirt from his lethargic body and shoved what he could 
in Mick's mouth. If he could hear Mick crying, he might start feeling guilty about what he was about to do, 
and there was no reason for him to feel guilty about claiming what was rightfully his. He leaned forward and 
nuzzled his face in the crook of Mick's neck He licked and sucked at the junction where Mick's neck and 
shoulder met. He grinned to himself as he heard Mick let out a reluctant moan and bit down hard enough to 


draw blood, causing Mick to let out a muffled scream. 


Vince slid down to take a nipple into his mouth. He sucked and swirled until it hardened all while undoing Mick's 
pants. As he fondled Mick's crotch, he bit lightly on the nipple in his mouth. While Mick lightly moaned, Vince 
slid over to service his other nipple. After a few moments, he pulled Mick's pants off and came up to face 


him. 
"If you thought that was good, you haven't felt anything yet" Grinned Vince 


Vince slid his hands up and down Mick's thighs as he positioned himself. Despite the shirt that was shoved in 
his mouth, Vince covered Mick's mouth with one hand and steadied himself with the other. In one fluid 
movement he thrust into Mick, who let out a guttural scream at the sudden invasion. Vince moaned in 


satisfaction, he didn't think he'd ever felt something this amazing in his life. 
"Fuck Mick, you feel amazing. This is going to be better than | thought." Vince groaned 


Vince reached down to fondle Mick's balls and felt something sticky. He brought his hand back up and saw blood 
coating his fingers. He wiped his fingers off on Mick's chest and grabbed his limp member and starting pulling 
at it; grinning in satisfaction when it grew in his hand, despite Mick's protests. He let go and threw Mick's legs 
over his shoulders and started plunging in and out of Mick with reckless abandon. As he relentlessly rammed 
into Mick, he kept jerking Mick's semi-hard member. As pre-come started to leak out of the tip, Vince could 
tell he himself was about to come when all of a sudden the door opened and he heard the glass of beer 


bottles shatter. 


"What the fuck, Vince?!" 


Chapter 2 


"Just..give..me..one..ahhhh..second" grunted Vince as he shot his load in the quivering body beneath him. 


As Vince stood up and tucked himself back in his pants, his panting and almost euphoric look upon his face 
made Nikki see red. Nikki was encompassed in a blinding rage as he surged forward and slammed Vince up 
against a wall, his head bouncing off of it with a sickening crack. Tommy rushed towards Mick and gingerly 


unlocked the handcuffs and pulled the tattered shirt from his mouth. 
"What the fuck is wrong with you, you sick piece of shit?!" Nikki growled 


"You don't get it Sixx, you never will. Mick is in love with you. There isn't another fucking person on his planet 
he wants, just you. You don't deserve him. | do. I've fucking waited for him, for years, and | get blown off and 
cast off to the side like a piece of fucking garbage. It's not fair. | needed him, | couldn't handle it anymore. | 


love him more than you ever could. | had every right to claim what | know | deserved." 


Nikki was so livid at what he was hearing. All he seemed to be able to process was Vince claiming he had 
every right to do this to Mick. Nikki grasped Vince by the neck and without hesitation, he reared his right fist 
back and put as much force and emotion into the punch as he could As his fist connected with Vince's jaw, an 
audible crack was heard as his jaw shattered. 

Vince slid down the wall in shock and fell over on his side as Nikki repeatedly kicked him in his stomach. He 


straddled Vince and continuously punched him in the face until blood was pouring out of his mouth and nostrils. 


"Never again you piece of shit, this will never happen again" Nikki whispered as he fastened his hands around 
Vince's neck and exerted as much force as he could into choking the life out of the backstabber he used to 


consider one of his best friends. 


As Vince gasped for air and the blood on his lips bubbled as he fought for his last breath, Tommy and Mick 
watched on in abject horror. Tommy couldn't decide which was more unthinkable; one of his band mates being 
raped, or another band mate becoming deranged and homicidal towards his best friends rapist, their lead 


si nger. 


Nikki walked over to Mick and put a hand on his cheek and stared into his eyes, almost as if he were searching 
for any inkling Mick was lying, and asked "Are you okay?" 


Nikki scooped Mick up in his arms and walked towards the door. He turned towards Tommy and told him to put 
the "Do Not Disturb" sign on the door and close it when he left. He explained he would deal with their manager 
in the morning. Nikki carried Mick to his room and laid him down in his bed. He sat on the edge of the bed and 
tangled his fingers in his own hair as he growled. His head snapped up and he yanked the bedside lamp from 
the socked and threw it across the room, sighing as it shattered into thousands of little pieces. 


"God damn it Mick! How could | have let this happen to you?" Nikki said as he got up and started pacing back 


and forth. 


"Vince had been acting distant lately; | should've known something was up. This is all my fault. | can't believe | 


let this happen to you." Nikki sighed, wearily. 


As Mick raised his head to look at Nikki, he noticed his eyes were glistening and that for once in his life, Nikki 
was crying. He got out of the bed and slowly made his way to where Nikki was standing and enveloped him in a 
hug. 


Its not your fault Nik, if you hadn't gotten back when you did, who knows what else would've happened. 
Whether or not you want to accept the fact, you saved me tonight." Mick said softly 


"You really shouldn't be up and moving. It'd probably be better if you were resting’ Nikki said as he ushered 
Mick back to the bed. 


As Mick sat on the bed, he pulled Nikki down with him. Without a word, he wrapped his arms around Nikki's 
torso and laid his head on his shoulder and started openly crying. At Mick's sobs, Nikki felt his heart tearing in 
two, knowing that he could offer little comfort to him. He wrapped his arms around Mick and cradled him 
gently; rubbing his back and murmuring soft words of reassurance that Vince wasn't a problem that they 
needed to worry about anymore. 


"Don't worry Mick, Vince is gone, he'll never hurt you again. | swear | won't let anything happen to you. | won't 


ever let you out of my sight again" Nikki whispered 


As Nikki rocked Mick, the sobs eventually died down and his breathing evened out. Without disturbing him, he 
looked down and saw that Mick was sleeping. He didn't want to risk moving and waking him, so Nikki stayed 
there with him all night. He couldn't help but wonder though at the words Vince uttered as his explanation. 
According to Vince, Mick had feelings for him; and he had to admit, it made him think. 


He of course always had feelings for Mick; he was thrown for a loop when Vince told him about Mick's feelings. 
He wasn't lying though when he said he'd never let Mick out of his sight. After everything that had happened 
tonight though, despite being incredibly close already, Nikki knew he'd have to work up to gaining Mick's trust in 


anything even close to resembling a relationship. 


Nikki decided he'd stand by Mick no matter what, help him through the obvious problems the night's 
altercation was obvious to bring, and be there the way a best friend should. Eventually, perhaps things could 
change and their relationship could go to the next level. However if not, well, Nikki would just cope with it and 
try to bury his feelings. He placed a gentle kiss on Mick's forehead and rested his head on the wall behind him 
as he drifted to sleep; thinking about just how much things were going to change in the weeks and months 


